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	Human (One Shot)

"Fucking lazy. I told you to get your car serviced two weeks ago!" I had tried to do as my mother asked, but it was hard to do when I had to watch over my two younger siblings, Zephyr and Angel after school and when they're at their father, Jebs', house I was participating in being part of so many organizations that I love doing that involve time after school. My mom wouldn't have found out that I was needing air put in my tire if my light hadn't dinged on.

So I stayed quiet as she ranted about how I didn't take care of the things that she gave me and how she wouldn't dare to buy me another thing again, even though that's what she was doing now, buying me nice clothes for senior pictures. But the clothes may be more for her benefit than mine.

I stayed quiet and thought about death again. How lovely it would be to die off in a field of wild flowers. To sleep and never wake, to not feel any more stress or pain. I tried not to let her harsh words affect me, but I couldn't help it. She had been getting angrier at me lately, and I couldn't figure it out.

After our trip to the city, mom instructed that I was to get it done tomorrow, Monday.

"I'll have to tell Mrs. Walker that I won't be able to go to the Meet then," I said blandly.

"Shit, that's right. Do it Tuesday." I nodded and went to get ready for my choir concert. I had to be there at six tonight because we couldn't get some of ours pieces right.

The concert went great and we even made some of the adults in the audience cry with a song we had done that was dedicated to those who were killed by abusive parents or guardians across the world. I had almost lost it during practice because of how powerful its words were.

My mom complimented me on my music and how I had looked that night and I started to think that things were looking up. Then Tuesday came.

It was a normal day and I had picked up Zephyr and Angel and taken them up to my Student Council meeting, but we would only be able to stay for about fifteen minutes before I had to go get my car serviced.

I had talked to my boyfriend, Fang, of almost a year to talk about the t-shirt design he had come up with for Student Council. He had just heard that they were going to change his design and collaborate it with our Presidents, his brother, Iggy's', girlfriend, Lisa, t-shirt design that she had gotten off a generic website.

"She called that font that I had used to win a _national title _in a _t-shirt designing competition boring_! Boring!"

"I know babe and I love your design but I have to go, archery is starting, I'll talk to you soon after on my way to the elementary school, I have to help Nudge tonight with selling these lollipops at the Parent Teacher Conferences," I stated as I entered the archery building.

"Love you too." I hung up and started shooting a few rounds. I had Okayed it with mom and my coaches that I could leave early to go do this fundraiser. I shot and left, but on my way, I passed mom and the kids. I decided to call her and see where she was off to. Mom answered the phone immediately, "Where are you off to in such a rush?"

"I was on my way to the elementary, you said it was okay."

"You have archery from five to six, you better get back here quickly." She hung up at the end of that and I sat there thinking what that was all about. She had said a couple days ago that it was okay.

I went back to find my mom talking with our assistant coach and she had her arms crossed, a sure sign she was mad about something. I went over to them because the line was full with my bow in hand.

"Didn't I look sick on my feet yesterday Max?" The assistant coach asked.

"Yeah I thought you were going to pass out when you were handing out tests." I was also her teacher aid in second hour and allergies were not her friend yesterday. I was about to add more when my mom said, "You're here to shoot so go do it." With that she gave me a dismissive wave and looked back to my coach. I looked at the line to see it still as full as a fat man on Thanksgiving. I turned back around and set my bow down on a table and my mom looked at me.

"Line all full?"

"Yeah, I was going to tell you tonight but I had actually changed my shooting days from Tuesdays and Thursday's to Mondays and Wednesdays, I figured it'd be easier for the other kids who need to shoot and I'll be up here on those days anyway."

Fire emerged in her eyes. "Okay." She said stiffly. I sat down in an empty chair, not really knowing what to do, "So why were you marked absent third and fourth hour today?"

"What?"

"You were marked absent in those two classes today. So where were you?"

"I was down in the library. Retakes were today and my computer teacher needed me down there. Asked her," I motioned to my coach, "She was down there fourth hour." I was also involved with yearbook and we had to do retakes for the yearbook today. The usual office secretary wasn't there so me and Nudge didn't get marked as dismissed.

My mother leaned down close to me, "That's not third and fifth hour."

I felt my jaw hang open in shock. Was my mother accusing me of skipping? Where would I have gone, what would I have done?

"Actually, we were missing our secretary today and yesterday," Coach stepped in, "so that's probably why Max was marked absent, but she was down there."

My mother looked disappointed, "Oh, okay."

I looked down, my eyes burning. What?

"So I have a question for you Max."

I looked up and saw that she was still mad.

"Is it true that you played a song in front of the twins that had a line 'just want your sex'?"

I stood up. "What? I-I may have played that song a while ago but I was driving when it played."

"Oh." She was quiet. "Positive peers is tonight right?"

It was on tonight, and my mom didn't like how late the practices were. Positive peers was an organization that showed the dangers of drugs and alcohol and what bullying may lead to.

"Y-yeah."

"I don't think you should go. I don't think you even _need _to be a part of the group if you are going to be playing crap like that in front of our little siblings. That is _not_ what a Positive Peer does."

My mother's outburst brought some curious eyes my way and felt my cheeks heat up considerably. "Thank you so much for telling me about your shooting dates change. You can leave now."

All eyes were on me as I left, my head down as I left. People were watching me with curious eyes and were wanting to know what was happening.

I called Fang, holding back tears that were coming. "Hello?"

"I can't do Positive Peers anymore. I played a bad song in front of the twins and they played it for mom or something and now mom won't let me do it anymore."

"What, babe, why would she do that?"

The tears broke through and my breath picked up, causing me to lose focus in the conversation. "Max, are you there?" He sounded bored, like I was wasting his time.

"I don't understand why she's s-s-so mad? What have I done to her?!"

He sighed, "I don't know babe. This is pretty ridiculous though."

I started to cry harder and I wiped the tears away when I reached a stop sign. "Is it because I'm a bastard?! Because my father gave up rights?!"

"What did you just say? Max I can't understand you, you're talking too fast."

"I don't know, I don't know." I kept repeating it, over and over.

"Max?" I quieted down and parked over to the side of the street. I knew I needed to drive soon though if I wanted to beat traffic. "Max? Where'd you go?"

That's when I decided that the pain was too much. My mother had been saying this like this for so long and it hurt too much. I couldn't take it anymore. People always called me sensitive and dramatic, the labeling was too much along with the hurt.

The first of the traffic started to buzz by quickly and that's when I knew how to stop it.

"I love you so much Fang. I am so sorry that I was not the girlfriend you needed me to be."

"Max? Babe, you're scaring me. What's going on?" I kept the phone in my hand as I stepped out of the car and looked at the cars as the buzzed by.

_**I'm only human. And I bleed when I fall down. **_

I stepped out into the traffic, horns honked, but they were not able to stop.

I closed my eyes and felt the impact of one of the vehicles ram into my side, flipping me over the car.

_**And I crash and I break down. Your words in my head, knives in my heart. You build me up and I fall apart and I'm only human.**_

"Max? MAX?! Where are you?! MAX!"

Fangs voice along with the sound of sirens were the last things I heard as I closed my eyes and let go. Instead of gravel, I was laying on a bed of wild flowers in the middle of the woods as I listened to nothing but my breathing as it slowed and then stopped.

_**I'm only human…**_

**Long time no see guys. I have been meaning to post this for a year and a half now, but what I posted today is something that actually happened and something I actually thought about doing. I have just been opening up, but I have been suffering from depression and anxiety for the last year and a half. I was a senior in high school when I started noticing that I didn't think the same as others did, and it gradually got worse as time went on. I hurt myself over this disease and I cut myself off from so many people and things that I loved. **

**I'm crying writing this because this is a painful thing to go through. I am a freshman in college now and will be a sophomore in the fall and I am seeking help as of now because the negative thoughts have been getting worse.**

**Things between my mom and I have not gotten any better and now I have just kind of created a gap between us. She still controls what I wear and what I post on social media and this is my only outlet because she doesn't know much for this.**

**I am a child born out of wedlock and I did date a guy who was into t-shirt competitions and actually did a fantastic job at it and is now a civil engineer student at the college he and I both attend to, we broke up in January of 2015 and have just recently gotten to be really close friends again.**

**The reason why I am saying all this is to let people know who are hurting and thinking of death that you really are not alone. I know, I have heard it constantly and even rolled my eyes at it, thinking that I was alone and no one knew what I was going through, but believe me, YOU ARE NOT ALONE. If you can't tell your parent(s) about your thoughts out of fear of rejection, please tell your closest friend because they for sure will NEVER reject you and leave you alone in your time of need. I learned that after the first time I hurt myself. Please, PLEASE, do not ever feel like you are alone because there are people who care and people who will help you get through everything. **

**I love you bros and thank you for being patient. I might try and get back into writing, but it will probably be on a different reading site where I update the most, Wattpad. If you are interested in finding me on there, send me a message that you are and I will let you know my user name and I'll follow you back!**

**Okay, I'm gonna stop rambling now and let you all get on with your lives. I love all of my readers and really hope for the best for everyone!**

**-Freedomwriter15**


End file.
